INTRODUCTION
I was dealing with a lion, mighty but high-
strung and nervous. I had to keep him in a good
mood and to make sure that he would never feel
bored. When thorny questions came up for
discussion, I found it expedient to make historical
detours, to assume a theoretical tone, leaving it
to Mussolini to decide whether he would consider
the problem exhaustively. At the same time I
had to drive at a speed of a hundred miles an
hour in order, in the short time allotted, to get
to the end of my program. Let me confess that
the tension of these hours of converse in a
foreign tongue induced great fatigue. I venture
to hope that Mussolini, too, was perhaps a little
tired! For my part, anyhow, I came home each
day like a sportsman who has fired many shots,
but does not know how successful he has been
until he empties his game-bag.
During our talks, no superfluous word was
uttered. Courteously but firmly, Mussolini dis-
missed me when the hour was up, to resume
the thread of our discourse punctually on the
following day. We were never interrupted by
telephone calls or by importunate messengers.
Owing to this lack of any kind of disturbance,
there prevailed in the great hall a tranquillity
such as, in general, can only be achieved late at
night when two friends meet for intimate
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